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his restless spirit is already occupied with objects which ma.y excite your mortification, your disgust, even your horror!'
' Ah, mother! it is not with Plantagenet as with mv father; Plantagenet could not forget Cherbury, he could not forget our childhood,' said Venetia.
' On the contrary, while you lived together these recollections would be wearisome, common-place to him; when you had separated, indeed, mellowed by distance, and the comparative vagueness with which your absence would invest them, they would become the objects of his muse, and he would insult you by making the public the confidant of all your most delicate domestic feelings.'
Lady Annabel rose from her seat, and walked up and down the room, speaking with an excitement very unusual with her. ' To have all the soft secrets of 3~our life revealed to the coarse wonder of the gloating multitude ; to find yourself the object of the world's curiosity, still worse, their pity, their sympathy; to have the sacred conduct of your hearth canvassed in every circle, and be the grand subject of the pros and cons of every paltry journal, ah, Venetia ! you know not, you cannot understand, it is impossible you can comprehend, the bitterness of such a lot.'
* My beloved mother!' said Venetia, with streaming eyes, 'you cannot have a feeling that I do not share.*
i Venetia, you know not what I had to endure !' exclaimed Lady Annabel, in a tone of extreme bitterness. ' There is no degree of wretchedness that you can conceive equal to what has been the life of your mother. And what has sustained me; what, throughout ail my tumultuous troubles, has been the star on which I have ever gazed ? My child ! And am I to lose her now, after all my sufferings, all my hopes that she at least might be spared my miserable doom ? Am I to witness her also a victim ?' Lady Annabel clasped her hands in passionate grief.
4 Mother ! mother !' exclaimed Venetia, in agony, ' spare yourself, spare me !'